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duties of a Kshatriya, rescuing the
weak, and meting out justice where it
is due. Surely at last the day would
have come for him to look at me and
wonder, " What boy is this ? Has
one of my slaves in a former life
followed me like my good deeds into
this ? " fl am not the woman who
nourishes her despair in lonely silence,
feeding it with nightly tears and
' covering it with the daily patient
smile, a widow from her birth. The
flower of my desire shall never drop
into the* dust before it has ripened to
fruit. ^ But it is the labour of a life-
time to make one's true self known
and honoured. Therefore I have come
to thy door, thou world-vanquishing
Love, and thou, Vasanta, youthful
Lord of the Seasons, take from my
young body this primal injustice, an
unattractive plainness. For a single
day make me superbly beautiful, even